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Hamilton  (lregory’s
but finde him abmsent
aonducting the cholr at & camp mseting,
8he repairs thither tn senrch of him,
Inughs during the wervice mrd in asked to
leave,  Abbott Ashton, superintendent of
®chools, cavorts Fran from the tent, He
tells her ciregory s n wealthy man,
ﬂ"ﬂﬂy Intereated In charlty work, and a
plllar of the church, Ashton bhecomes
frbllh' Interented In Frea . and while tak
ng leave of her, holds her hnand and I8
acan by Sapphirs Clinton, sister of Rab.
't Clinton, <hinlrman of the sehool board
ran tells dregory she wants o home
with him. COries Noir, Orogory's private
secretary. takes a violent dislike 16 Fran
nd advises her to ko away at once
n hints at & twenty.yenr-old secret,

N Gregory In agitation asks Grace to
fAve the room ‘ran reluteon the story
of how Gregory married a young girl ut
Bpringheld  while nttending college nni
then deserted her Fran is the ochild of
that marriage, Oresory had marcled his
Present wife three years before the denth
of Fran's mother, 1'esn tukos a liking to
Mra. Gregory.  Grogoty  explains  that
Fran Ins the daug®'er of a voery denr friend
who I8 dend. Fran agrees to the story
Mre., Gregory ineists on her making her
home with then; nnd takes her to  her
arma,  Fran doclares the secretary must
HqA Grace begins nageing tactics In o
affort (o drive FFran from the Gregory
home,  Abhatt, while taking a walk nlone
at midnight, finds ran on 8 bridge tell-
ing her fortune by cearde. Bhe 16lls Ab
'hn?l that she s the famous lion tamer
I"ran Nonparell She tired of clrous life
and sought 0 home. Cirnes tolls of ses.
ing Fran come hoame after midnight with
| man.  Bhe gueases part of the story
And murprises the rest from Abbott, Hhe
Avclden to ask  Pobh Clinton o LI [
Bpringeld 1o Investigate Fran's  story
n enlista Abbnatt In her battls seninst
“irace.  Fran offors hor services o Gireg
ary A8 mecretary doring the R rnry
absence of (race. The latter, henring of
Fran's purpose, returns and Interrupts n

Pran arrives ot
home In Littlehurg,

touching acene hetween father and
danghter  Fran goes fishing with Mres
Ciregory's hrother.  Ahbott, whose reten

tlon As superintendent, Is to e declded
that day, finds her sitting alone In w
bugey.

CHAPTER XV.—Continued.

8he slipped her hand Into his
“Didn’t 1 have a mother? Oh, these
mothers! And who can make mother
wishes come true? Welll Amd you
Just studled with all your might; and
you'll keep on and on, till you're . . .
out of my reach, of course, Which
would have sulted your mother, too."
Bhe withdrew her hand,

"My mother would have loved vou "
he declarad, for he did not understand
®0 well as Fran, about mothers' lUking
for strange young ladies who train
Yions,

“"Mina would you,” Fran ‘asserted,
'with more reason.

Abbott, consclous of a dreadful omp-
tiness, took Fran's hand agaln.  “I')
mever be out of your reach, Fran "

She did not seck to draw awuy, but
=ald, with dark meaning, “"Hemember
the bridge at midnight”

“I remember how you looked, with
the moonlight silvering vour fuee—vou
were just beautiful that night, litle
Nonparell.”

“My chin I8 so sharp,” she mur
mured.

“"Yesn," he wmald, softly feeling the

warm little fingers, ons by ono. a8 1f |

0 make sure all were thera, “That's
the way I like It—gharp.”
“And I'm &0 ridlculously thin—*
“You're nothing like so thin as
when you firat eame to Littleburg,”
he declared, “I've notlced how you
are—have been—l mean , ., ¢
“Filling out?" eried Fran gleefully.
“Oh, yes, and I'm w0 glud you know,
boeause sinee I'voe been wonring long
dresses, I've been afrald you'd never
find It out, and would nlways be think
ing of me us you saw me at the b
ginning.  But | am —ves—Nilling out ™
"And your Hitle feot, Fran
“Yes, | always hnd n small
But let's got off of this subject,”
“Not until | eay something about
your smile—oh, Fran, that smije'"
“The subject, now,” remarked Fran,

foot,

‘ *“naturally returns to Grace Nolr™

: 4

N

“Pleass, Fran!"

“I'll tell you why you hurt my feel
fngs, Abbott. You've disappointed me
twice. Oh, If | were o man, I'd show
any meok-fuced little hypocrite if she
could prige secrets out of me.  Just
‘because It weurs dressos and long halr,
wyou think it an angel.”

“Meaning Miss Grace, | presume®”
remarked Abbott dryly. “Hut what is
the secrut, this time?"

“Didn't | trust you with the weeret
that | meant w apply for the position
of secretary 8 soon as Grace Nolr
‘was out of thy way? And | war just
about to win the fight when here she
camo—hadn't heen to the city 4t all,
because you told her what | meant to
do—handed her the seeret, ke a ehild
glving up something It doesn't want”

“You are very unjust. | did pot tell
her your plan. | don't know how she
found It aur™

“From you; nobody else knew it."

“She did not learn It from me "

“—And that's what gets me!—you
tell her everything, and don't even
know you tell, Just hypnotized! An-
awer my questions: the morniug after
I told you what | meant to do-—stand-
ing there at the fence by the gute—
confiding In you, talllng you every.
thing—1 say the next morning, didn't
you tell Graco Nolr all about e ?"

“Certainly not"

Abbott tried to remember, then sald
casually, I belicve we did meet on
the street that morning.”

“Yes," sald Fran lronleally, “1 be
dleve you dif meet somewhersa Of

course she engnged you In her peeul
lar style of inquisliorial conversaton

“Wa went down the street together,”

“Now, prisoner at the bar, relute all
that was sald while golng down the
street together,

"Most charming, but unjust Judge,
not w ward that | ean remember, #o it
couldn’'t have been of any interost |
did tell her that sines sho—yen, | re.
member now-—sinee she was to be out
of town all day,’| would wait until to-
morrow to bring her a book she want.
ed to horrow."”

"Oh! And she wanted to knew who
told you she would be out of town
all day, didn't she?"

Abbott reflected deeply, then sald
with triumph, “Yes, she did. Bhe asked
me how | knoew she was going (o the
eity with Bob Clinton. And | merely
sald that It was the understanding
they wera to select the chureh musie
Not another word was sald on the sub-
Jeer.™

"That was enough. Mighty neat, As
Roon as shie saw you were trying to
avold a direct answer, she Knew
teld you, That gave her u clow to ms
leaving the choir practics before the
rest of them. She guessed sometliing
Important was up. Well, Abbott, you
are certaluly an fnfant in her Runds,
but 1 guess you ean't help 0.

Self-pride was touched, und ks e
talinted: “Fran, 1 hate to think of
your being willing 1o take her posl
tion behind her Lack.”

Bhe crimsoned

“You'd know how 1 feel about (1"
he went on, “If you understood hor
better. 1 know her duty drives her
to act In opposition to you, and I'm
sorry for it, HBut her religlous (deglg—"

“Abbott, be honest and answer—is
there anything in {t—this talk of do
ing God'a will? Can people love od
and hete one another? 1 just

shams,” she went on, becoming more i know,
I don't enre what fine names |

oxelited
you give them —~whether it's marriage
or education, or culture, or rellglon, (if
there's no heart in I, it's a #ham, and
I hate {t. 1 hate & le. Hut a thow
sand times more, do I hato u life that
I n Yn"

“Fran, you don‘t know what you are
saying."

“You | do know what I'm mying, Is
religlon going to ehurch? That's all |
cun see dn jt, 1 want to belleve there's

| homethilug olse, I've honostly genrehed

i

for 1| wanted to he
you, I need it,
comfort n

comforted, 1 tell
Hut 1 can't Mind any
mortar and stalned-glnss
windows, I want somerhing  that
makes o man true to bis wife, and
mukes a fomily live togethier tn blog
fed harmony, something thut's  good
on the streots und (n the Blores, some
thing that makes people even treat o
show-girl well.  If there's wnything in
it, why doesn’t futher—"

She snntehed awny her hand that
she might cover her fuee, for ghe nad
burst into passionnte wouping “Why

SARwmd MyR Ny .

—_—

She Had Burst Into Passionate Weep-
Ing.

doesn't a father, who's always talking
about religlon, and singing abou: |t
und praylug about It—why doesn’t that
father draw his duughter to his breast
A clowe, close o his heart—that's
the only home she ask. for—that's the
home she has a right to, yes n right,
I don't eare how far ghe's wandered—"

“Fran!" eried Abbott, In great dis
tress,  "Don’t ery, little one!™ He
had no lntelligent word, but his arm
was full of meaning as it slipped about
her. “Who has been unkind to you,
Nonparell? S8he let her head wink
upon his shoulder, as she sobbed
without rostraint. “What shams have
plerced your pure heart?! Am [ the
cause of any of these teurs? Aw 17"

“Yes," Fran answered, batween her
sobs, “you're the cause of all my
happy tears.” Bhe nestled there with
& movement of perfect trust; he drew

hate | IME Iportant to tell me that | don't

1 don't

O

ty o

her eloser, and stroked her bhalr ten
derly, trusting himselr

Presently sho  pulled  herself  to
righin, lifted hix arm from nbhout her
and rested it on the back of the seft—
n Iriendly compromise Then  khe
vhook baek her hair and radsed her
eyes and a falnt smile eame into the
roay face. "' ko funny,” she doclared
“Sometimes | seom so strange that
I need an Introduetion to myself * She
looked inie Abhbott’'s eyes flevtingly,
and drew in the corners of her mouth
“I guess, ofter sll, there's something
In religlon!™

Abbott wns »o warmed by returning
sunshine that his eyes shone, “Dear
Fran'" he sald-— It was very hard to
keep his arm where ghe had put it
She tried 1o look ot him steadily, but
romehow the Hght huet her eyes  8he
coild feel its warmth burning her
cheoks

"Oh, Fran,” eried  Abbott  impul
glvely, “the bridge in the moonlight
was nothing to the way you look now

#0  benutiful -and %0 much more
than just beautiful

"This won't do." Fran exclatined,
hiding her fuce ‘We must get back
to Grace Noir immedintely

“Oh, Fran, oh, no, please!™

“I. won't please.  While w ‘re In
Sure-Enough Country, | mean to tel]
you the whole truth about Grace Noir*
The hiame seemed 10 settle the atimos
phere-—she could look at him, now

"I want you to  understand  that
something I8 golng to happen—must
happen, just from the nature of things,
and the nature of wives und husbands
—and the other woman. Ok, vou
neadn’t frown at me, I've seen  you
look that other way at me, 50 | Know
you, Abhbott Ashton. ™

“Fran! Then you know

“No, yvou must listen

that
You've nath.

P've found out the whole Greg.
ory higtory from old Mra. Jeflerson,

without er knowing that she was tell
g anvthing—she's o sort of ‘Protos.
sor Ashton' In my hande—and | nmean
to tell you that history. You know
that, for ubout three yours, Mrs, Gireg
ary hasn't gone to charch—"

“You must admit that It doesu't up |
penr well ™ |

“Admit t?  Yor, of course | must
And the world ciares for appearanees, |
and not for the trath, That's why v
condemns Mrs, Gregory —and e - o4
that's why 'm nfruld the sehenl
will condemn you: just on soconnt of
appearances For these pust
vears, the church has meant to
Gregory, o bullding plus Graee
meun that Mrs. Grogory gor
Jenlous of Grace Nolr—=I1 don't know
how to explaln—vou can't hondie cob |
webs  without masting thewm " h'hv|
pased

“Jenlous of Miss Grace!"
Abbott reprovingly

“laet's g0 back, and take a running
Jump right into the thick of jit.  When
Mr. Giregory cume ta Littloburg, o eom
plote stranger—and  when  be  miare |

thires
Mrs r
Noir

exclaimed |

| Hed, she was o deveted churehmem-
| bor

nlways went, and took great in.
terest in all hig schomer to holp (olks |
folks ut o distonce, vou underatind
Nhe just devoured that rellg: |
lous magazine he edits—yes, 'l ad |
mit, his religion shows up beautiully |
in print; the pletures of 1t are good,
tho. Old Mrs. Jeflorson took pride
in being wheeled to church where she
could see her sonindaw loading the
musie, and where she'd wateb overy
gosture of the winister and earecl the
sound of his volee ot the high places,
where he erled and, or nevertheless
Sometimes Mrs, Jefferson could get
lozen ands und buts out of one dis
course. Then comes yYour Grace Nolr "

Abbott listened with absorbed sitern
tlon. It was lmpossible not to ve i |
fluenced by the voleo that had grown |
to meun so much to him

“"Grace Nolr |8 a person that's lll-|
perbumanly good, but she's not happy
in her goodness: it hurts her, all the
time, becnuse other folks are not us
good us she. You eun't lHve in the
house with her without wishing ghe'd
mike a mistake to show hersell hu
man, but ghe never does, she's always
right. She's ro fixed on being a mar
tyr, that If nobody crosses her, she
just makes herself & martyr out of
the shortcomings of others.”

“An for Instance—1"

"“As for Instance, she sufferad mnar
tyrdom every time Mrs. Gregory
nestlet] In an arm-chair beside the cozy
hearth, when a Ladies’' Ald, or & Rally
was beating Its way through snow-
drifts to the Walnut Street church. Mp
Gregory was llke everybody else
about Grace—he took her at her own
value, and that gave the equation: Lo
nim, religlon meant Walnut Street
church plus Grace Noir, For a whils,
Mrs. Gregory clung to church-golng
with grim determination, but It wasn't
any use. The Sunday-school would
bave bution contests, or the Ladies’

it
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Ald would glve chicken
downtown, and Mres, Gregory would
be & red button or a bhlue button, and
she would have hor ple; but she was
always  third—in  ler home, or at
church, she wans the third, It was her
husband and his secrotury that nndor
stood the Lord

ple dinners | common tie of religion—""

Somehow she svemed | may

Of course It s evident that
he prefers Miss Nolr's soclety.  Hut |
have alwuys thought—or hoped—or
wanted to feel, that It was only the

told me,

“It was not the truth that you
clung to. Abbott, but appearnnces. As
for me, let truth kill rather than lve
#8 n wbham. If Grace Noir stays, the
worst Is golng 1o happen She may |
not know how far poing  Hae
not suepect he's dolng wrong.

whe's

to disturb conditions, merely by being | People ean make anything they want

present ™

‘Fran, you do not reslize tha:
words—they Intimute—"

"She disturbed conditlons, Abhott
She wag ke a turnedoup light st a
Alr, Gregory was appalled be
canse his wife guit attending chureh
Groce symputhized In his sorrow It
made him foel 1oward Grace Noir—
but I'm up sgalnst a stone wall, Ab- |
batt, 1 haven't the word to deworibe
his feellng, maybe thers (sn't any

“Fran Nonpareil! Such  wisdom
terriflos mo xuch susplelons!™
In this moment of hesitaney between
conviction and rejeetion, Abbott felt

Eonhoew

oddly out of harmony with his lttle
frivnd.  She renlized the effocr she
must necesearily be producing, yet
*he must continue; she had counted
the cost and the danger. If sghe did
not convinee him, his thought of her
could neve, he the same

"Abbhott. you may think | am talk.
Ing from Jealousy, and that I tried to
et rid of Grace Nolr #o | could bhetter
my condition at her expense. | aon‘t

know how to make you see that my |

story is true. It tells ftself. Oughin't
that to prove it? Mrx Giregory han
the dove's nature: she'd lot the sanemy
have the spolls rather than come to
blows,
here is sghe, yonder's the secroatary
He lsn't worthy of her If he chooses
firnec—but his hesitation has proved
him unworthy, anyhow. ‘The old ludy
~her mother—is o fighter; she'd hayve
Ariven out the secretury long ngo. Pt
Mrs. Gregory's lden scems to oIt
e ean want her, after 've piven him
myself, I'll not make a movement to
Interfere,' ™

Abbott played delleately with the
mere husk of this astounding revela-

“ton: "Have you talked with old Mrs

Jefferson sbout—about frv

"She's too proud—wouldn't admit it
Hut I've shyly hinted howeyer
not the sort of story vou o4l
par throveh the funnel of dn ecup
trumpet without ge'ting wheat mixed
vith chafl. She'd misunderstand--the

ighbors would got |t frst—anyway
e wouldn't make o move boeauss hor
duughter won't It's you and 1, Ab-
DOtL, cgainst Grace and Mr, Gregory.”

He murmured, looking iway, "You
tnke mo tor granted, Fran.”
"Yes" Fran's reply was almost .

whisper. A sudden terror of what he
might think of her, smaote her heart
But she repoated bravely, “Yes!"

He turns A, and she saw in his eves
A confiding  trust that seemed o
hedge her roul about.  “And You cnn
miways take me for granted, Fran: and
always is s long Ve ™

“Not too long for you and me,”
Fran, looking st him brogthlessts

“Tmay have felt,” he said. “for Lome
time, Iu & vague way, what you have

BRI

|m-|-m right in thelr own eyen. But I've
YOUF ' found out that wickedness sn't st

tlonary, It's gat a sort of perpetual
motion. If we don't drive Grace away,
the crash will come.™
“Fran-—how you must
Greggry!™
“She breaks my heart”
"Iwar fuithful Fran! What can we
do?—[ say we, Fran, observe.”
"Oh, you Abbott Ashion . . Just
No. no, you

love Mprs, |

what | thought you!
mustn’t Interrupt, 'l manage Orace
Nolr, It you'll manage Bob Clinton.**

" WVhera does Bob Clinton come (n ™ |

“lirnce Is trying to open & door wo
he can come In. | mean & seeret in
Mr. Gregory's past. Bhe suspeets that |
there's & secret In his past, and she
intends to send Hob 1o Springheld
where Mr. Gregory left that seeret
Hob will bring It to Littleburg.  He'll |

| hand it over to Grace, und then she'll

there'll be no getting her hands off
him, after that.”

“Surely you don't mean thar Mp. |
Gregory did wrong when he was
young, and that Miss Noir snupecu|

|
have Mr, Gregory in her pum.r-ll
I

013 o

“Bob will bring home the secret— '

She letg him tuke his ehoten— | B0d 1L will kill Mrs, Gregory Abbott

~-und Grace will go off with him—1 |

know how (t'1l end.* ‘
“"Whaut Is this secret?” i
“You are uever to know, Abbott.”

“Very well--so be It. But | don't
belleve  Mr. Gregory ever did wrr!
wrong-he {8 too good & man.”

“lan’t he dally breaking hiz wife's
heart " retorted Fran with a enrl of
the lip. “l1 eall that murder.”

“Hut stlll!—But | ean't think he
realizos t° '

“Then” sald Fran saticleally, “we'll
Just enll it manslaughter, When |
think of his wife's mevk patien: faes

don't recell that ook in ner
cyes of the wounded deer-—and the
thournnds of tmes you'se seen ‘hose
two together, at chureh, on the street,
i the Hbrary-—everywhers -
secing only euch other, leaning cloner,
smiling deoper—as |f dolng good
meant getting elose—Oh, Abbott, you
know whiat | mean - don't you, don't
you?

Yen!™ eried Abbott sharply, “Frun,
vou are right. | have been—all of us
have been—clinging to appearances.
Yen, | know what you mesn,”

“"You'll keep Bob Clinton from tel)
ing that seeret, won't yvou? He's re Bo
tomight, on the long Journey-—tonight,
after the bonrd mecting 11 take him
three or four days  Then he'll cole
Lack =

tut he'll never tell *he BOCret " Ab !
hott declared,  His mouth closed [V
by o spring I
1T BE CONTINUELD) |

vy

MARRIAGE LAW IN ITALY

Ceremony ls Only Legal When Per
formed by Mayor of Place
Where Couple Reside.

In ltaly marriage by law 18 a clvi)
contract, only legal when performed
by the mayor of the place in which the
couple who desire to be married re
elde, or his nesessor, and {t must be

performed in the city chamber

Some hotels and not a few penslons
in Rome are the constant resort of |
neady ndventurers with titles real or
spurlous to thelr names, Duke This
and Prince That, who are always on
the lookout for money, says the Chris- |
tian Herald,  Alded, It may be, hy
some one In the hotel or pension, they
get acquainted with a rich Ameriean |
family with marriageable daughters.
To one of these love Is made and mar-
riage 18 arranged.

Sueh have no diMeulty In finding a
priest to perform thelr ceremony, It
s done. Then the adventurer dessrts
the girl; and she has no remedy. Some
few years ago & young girl was so
treated. Her pseudo husband, having
socured her money, left her and mar
ried clvilly and legally an Itallan
woman with whom he was In love.
The victimized girl shot dead har be

trayer and his wife. Recognizing the

provocation she had received she

left unpunished  Another girl simik

arly betrayed commitied suleide.
Legal Opinion.

“A cat cits on my back fence every
night and he yowls and yowls and
yowls, Now, | don't want to have
any trouble with weighbor Jones, but
this thing bas gone far enough, and
I want you to tell me what to do.”

The young lawyer looked as solemn
48 an old sick owl, and sald wot ]
word

“l have a right to shoot the eat
haven't 1™

“l1 would hardly say that replied
young Coke Hlackstone. “The oat
doos not belong to you, as 1 under
stand It.”

“No, but the fence does.”

“Then,” concluded the light of law,
"1 think It safe to say you have a por-
fect right to tear down the fence. "=
New York Press,

Her Grief,

He—Why dont you give me »
dance before midnight?

Young. Widow—Well, vou see at
11:30 tonight it will be & year since
my husband's death. 1 must honor
his memory properly, and not dasce
wntll after the year s up.

“TWOULD BE
SWEET T0 DIE”
;  While Under.
”'I.'!‘mr old l"’irt:tl "l,i::“'

Linn, W, \'aj----"'l'hr-i-o in no doubt
but that my lfe was saved by the use

| of Cardul, the woman's tonfo.” AAYE

Mra, Abbie Shackleford, of this town,
"Hefore using Cardul, | was very bad
off- ~would have nervous and shaking
Apells through my entive body, terri-

bie rick hendaches, and would find
mysell guwping for bresth, | often
thought Juring those trying times

that It would be sweet to die.

I took many different medicines and
treatments, but they did me no good.
I kot weaker and woaker every day

Finally, 1 decided to try Cardul and
kot two hottlen. T wan certuinly greats
Iy surprised 1o note the quick change
for the better after taking only ones
third of the first hottle. The shaky
spelle and glek headache have entirely
disappeared. Can now walk one mile
to church and back, and not feel
tired

Cardul nlso proved a hlessing to my
oldest  duughter, Everyone thought
#he hiad appendleitis, on aceount of s
bad pain In her side. but Cardal
brought her back to good health,

I will never be without Cardul In
the house.”

Cardul will surely do for you, what
It hae done for ko many thousands of
other women, It will help you

fiet a hottle at the drng store, today,

reat-
ment for Women, wripper, on
fequest. Adv
Uncomplimentary.

“I've a half mind to tell you what
I think of you!" snorted Mr. Blob
blus

“Umph'™ replied Mr. Swatley, "Half
A mind Is what you were born
with "™

MOTHER! LOOK AT
CHILD'S TONGUE

If cross, feverish, constipated,
give “California Syrup
of Figs”

A laxative today saves a sick child
tomorrow. Children simply will not
take the time from play to empty their
bowels, which become clogged up with
waste, liver gets sluggish; stomach
sour

L.ook at the tongue, mother! If coat:
od. or your child Is listless, cross, fev-

, erish, breath bad, restless, doesn't eat

heartily, full of cold or has sore throat
or any other children's allment, give &
teaspoorful of “California Syrup of
Figs.” then don't worry, because it is
perfectly harmless, and in a few hours
all this constipation poison, sour bile
and fermenting  waste will  gently
move out of the howels, and you have
a well, playful child ngain. A thor
ough “Inside cleansing” la oftimes all
that Is necessary., It should be the
Hirst trentment glven in any slekness.

Heware of counterfeit fig syrups,
Ask nt the store for a GO.cent bottle of
"Caltfornin Syrup of Flgs,” which has
full directions for bables, children of
all sges and for grownups plainly
printed on the bottle. Ady

Accommodating,
"Drink to me oaly with thine syes.”
Al right: here's looking at you! '
Baltimore Amerienn

Winte:

Pe-ru-na
CATARRH TONIC

COUGHS
& COLDS

R. Bamuel MecRinley, 1218

Grand Ave, Kansas City,
Mo, writes* “I can honestly say
that I owe my life to Peruna
Travellng from town to wwn,
and having to go Into all kinds
of badly heated bulldings, ply=
Ing my trade as auctioneer, It is
only natural that I had colds fre-
quently,

“Last December I contracted a
mevere cold which, through nege
lect on my part, settled on
chest. 1 heard of Peruna, It

cured me, #o 1 cannot pralse it
too highly.”

In

Wretchedness
ogqti“g:ion




